SELECTIONS IN ENGLISH POETRY
Seeming to lick his lips,
And looked, around like a god, unseeing, into the air,    45
And slowly turned his head,
And slowly, very slowly, as if thrice adream,
Proceeded to draw his slow length curving round
And climb again the broken bank of my wall-face.
And as he put his head into that dreadful hole,               50
And as he slowly drew up, snake-easing his shoulders,
and entered farther,
A sort of horror, a sort of protest against his with-
drawing into that horrid black hole,
Deliberately   going   into   the   blackness,   and   slowly
drawing himself after,
Overcame me now his back was turned.
I looked round, I put down my pitcher.                          55
I picked up a clumsy log
And threw it at the water-trough with a clatter.
I think it did not hit him,
But suddenly that part of him that was left behind   .
convulsed in undignified haste.
Writhed like lightning, and was gone                           60
Into the black hole, the earth-lipped fissure in the wall-
front,
At   which, in the   intense still   noon, I   stared with
fascination.
And immediately I regretted it.
I thought how paltry, how vulgar, what a mean act!
I despised myself and the voices of my accursed human
education.    65
And I thought of the Albatross,
<And I wished, he would come back, my snake.
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